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LaFrance: Brown Grass

Alyssa LaFrance
Brown Grass
As a kid, you don’t really pay that much attention to your surroundings. All you
see is what you want to see. You don’t notice that there are thirty homeless people under a
bridge. You don’t see the massive numbers of shootings in your area. You don’t realize that
everyone in your neighborhood, including you, is on some kind of public assistance. All you see
a is a sign that says the fair is coming to town again, and you pray that your mom will allow you
to go. I was that kid some years back, to an extent. Bright and pretty colors grabbed all my
attention and made me blind to reality. However, all that shifted once I entered third grade. I
started gaining more knowledge about my surroundings due to failure.
As a child, feeling as though I were smart was never foreign to me. I received
excellent grades in all my classes with not one B in sight. I was always on the honor roll
and received awards or plaques at every ceremony. Being the underdog played a major
role in my confidence and motivation. I was quiet and reserved, didn’t have that many
friends, so, when I received accolades, people asked, “How did you do it?” or “How long do you
study?” I felt as if there were no obstacle that I couldn’t overcome. To be honest, I became
arrogant. Having that feeling stripped away in an instant was heartbreaking because the entirety
of my life was spent hearing, knowing, that I was exemplary. All of that changed in an instant in
August of 2005.
It began when I was told that my father would not be joining the rest of the family in
evacuating for Katrina. There was not enough room. I was nine years old. I grew up in a
household consisting of five members: my grandparents, uncle, father and me. I never really
watched anything on TV except cartoon shows, so I wasn’t up to date with what was going on in
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my community. I usually ignored the news and anything else that didn’t interest me. This was
something I could not ignore. This was the least expected thing that could ever happen. I don’t
remember what happened during the day, but at night I was rushed out of my house. I was
confused to say the least. All of my toys were left behind; my favorite chair was cast off near the
trash cans. I didn’t know what to think. I was told that we were going to live with my cousin
Cypriana for a while. As we drove toward I--10, I looked out the window, at the bumpy and
pothole--filled roads. I looked at the graffiti on the walls of buildings. I looked at the tufts of
brown grass as the car sped on. I looked at what I was leaving behind.
As we drove on, I looked out the window. The roads were much smoother than what I
was used to. There wasn’t any graffiti. No one was under any bridges or on the highways. I saw
the greenest grass I’d ever seen that day. We arrived with open and warm arms from our family.
I never traveled outside of Louisiana, so this was like a vacation to me. My uncle told me that I
would be attending school with my cousins until we moved back home. The first day was as
normal as any other day. I stuck by my cousins mostly, and I met a couple of nice kids. One day
we were in reading class which, coincidentally, was my best and favorite subject. We had a test.
I was confident, of course. I mean, why wouldn’t I be? I had done that a hundred times. I knew
reading like the back of my hand. I took a look at the test and was shocked. I couldn’t
comprehend 90% of what was on it. In other classes, I started to realize that I knew close to
nothing of what was being taught. This gap didn’t make sense to me. I was smart; I
knew I was. I had awards to prove it! So why was I failing? I felt dumb. A hint of jealousy arose
in me that day. Were the kids there smarter than I was?
School didn’t get any better, and I hated it. The days dragged slowly as the aftermath of
Katrina played out in New Orleans. We moved back as soon as we could. Our house was intact,
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thank God, but I wasn’t. As we made our way back home, I compared everything I saw in Texas
to what I’d known all my life. I began to think the people there were better than I am. Their
streets were better, their buildings cleaner. That was when I no longer took my surroundings for
granted. As a result of one of the most deadly hurricanes ever, I realized that my arrogance was
out of ignorance. As a young adult, I’m intrigued by how where one comes from dictates what
one has learned. That may be obvious, but from my childhood perspective, I thought everyone
had a little bit of brown in their grass.
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